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reassured. But since there was only one train a day, we had to wait
until the Mass of the Octave was over.

It meant getting up in pitch darkness. During the whole journey
Brigitte had to submit to the presence of Michele who, at Larjuzon,
was for long periods out of her sight. During the whole three
hours which we spent cooped up in a second-class carriage, the
young girl, swathed from head to foot in crape, played a wicked
game. Not once did she so much as look at our stepmother,
although she knew that she was being wordlessly implored to do so.
To-day I am filled with pity for the poor woman who has been dust
these many years. But at the time I felt none. The train, a slow
one, was insufficiently heated by hot-water tins which the porter
had given us, and I had to kneel on the seat to get a little warmth
into my frozen feet. But I began to be aware of what was passing in
Madame Brigitte's mind. I fixed my eyes with keen curiosity on
the imposing presence, on the great brazen statue whose shadow
had darkened my childhood, but now, before my eyes, was toppling
on its base. Cracks were opening here and there. Perhaps in a
moment I should see it fall When she got up to leave the carriage
she gave me the impression of a small woman. I was astonished. It
never occurred to me that it was I who had grown.

She gave the cabman not our address but the Puybarauds'. It was
a gloomy morning, and the noise of the conveyance filled the
melancholy Rue de Mirail. We glanced up to the floor on which
my old master lived, and saw that the shutters were closed. The
concierge poked her bony face out of the lean-to which served her
as a lodge. From her we learned that the end had come on the
previous evening, that Monsieur Puybaraud would not see anybody,
and that no one knew when the funeral was to be. We were in-
formed that he had issued very harsh instructions about us "Mis-
fortune very often makes folk ungrateful," she said, as no doubt we
had often noticed. When we were once again in the cab, Michele's
attitude underwent a sudden change. She no longer kept her eyes
averted, but stared so long and so relentlessly at our stepmother
that the latter was compelled to turn away her own and look out
of the window. Though her lips scarcely moved, I knew that she